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AN ELECTION ADDRESS AT YARMOUTH. 


“ The manifesto which Poor Pa has issued to his fellow countrymen from the steps of a bathing-machine at Yarmouth is crammed full of yood resolutions. 
Free drinks generally he insists upon, and will accept no compromise whatever. He also advocates the banishment from England of Mrs. Chant, together with 
her band of prudes. Finally, he demands that every man shall be permitted to do as he likes, the police furce to be entirely abolished, and that every individual 
in the United Kingdom shall be compelled to take in the ‘ Half-Holiday.’ Dad, it is needless tv say, had a very warm reception.’’—Toorstx. 


AN OUTRAGEOUS DECEPTION. ALBERT SMITH AND JERRY ABERSHAW. 


—— 


AT the Durham Assizes in August, 1832, one William 
Jobling was tried for the murder of Mr, Fairles,a magistrate, 
who had given great offence to the colliers by his exertions 
to suppress their riotous proceedings. One day in the 
oes June he was returning from the Jarrow Colliery on 

lis pony when he was overtaken by Jobling and another 

man hamed Armstrong. who, lnving first begged money of 

him, dragged him from his horse and beat him unmercifully 

with bludgeons, and then pelted him with stones as he lay 

half senseless on the ground. He was found in a dreadful 

condition, but before he died swore distinctly to Jobling | 
and Armstrong as his murderers. 

Armstrong escaped, but the other was found guilty and 
sentenced to death, his body to be hung in chains ; and the 
body of the criminal was in due course suspended to a 
gibbet in the neighbourhood of the scene of the murder, 
This exhibition, however. gave great offence to the colliers, 
and after the remains of the unhappy wretch had been 
exposed for several weeks, they were one night stolen, The 
deceased had been a collier, and little duubt was entertained 
that his fellow workmen had done this service to his 
memory. All subsequent efforts to discover the place of 
concealment of his body proved unavailing. But although 


wR 


‘Ty It's extremely curious how our heart warms (2) And how effusively we drag Lim to the ncarcst (3) Yet when we learn that he's wen nothing, that undoubtedly Ms unauthe iseel he nal Se Gaony breach 
tovonls Brown when we hear he has won something —_hostelry, and insist on treating him to the best—tie it’s a mere canard—well! if Brown were dying of of the Inw, there were few to be found who luoked upon it 
Nhe a thousand pounds, beet the house affords. thirst and appealed to ws—- '!! as a matter for regret, or who did not view the circumstance 

ge 
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as a convineing proof of the impolicy of reviving a practice 60 
Darbarous as the exposure of the bodies of executed criminals, 

The act providing for this exposure runs thus: Ttis enacted 
that the body of every person convicted of murder shall, after 
execution, either be dissected or hung in chains, as the Courc who 
tried the offender shall seem: meet. and that the sentence to be 
pronounced by the Court shalbexpress that the body of the odender 
shall be dissected or hung in chains, which-oever of the two the 
Court shall order.’ aah, 

In May, 1832. Cook. a boukbinder, was hung in chains in Saffron 
Lane, nenr Leicester, A gallows thirty feet high was erected, and 
the horrible burden attached to it, ‘Thousands of people were 
aitracted to the toby this barbarous exhibition, and considerable 
ANHOyANCE Was \ shbourhood of 
the dreadful se «qnence made to 
the authorities salt ix Were received 
from the Home Oftce directing the removal of the gibbet. 

The head was shaved and tarred to preserve it from the action of 
the weather, and the eap, in whieh Cook had sutlered, was drawn 
over his face. The body, attired as at the time of execution, was 
firmly fixed in irons neces-ary to keep the limbs together, 

In Albert: Smith's delightful story of Christopher Tadpole, he 
makes his “Jolly man” thas relate an aneedote to his companions 
in a van travelling to Hampton Court, He is, however, a bit out 
as to the position of the gibbet: oh was quite a youngster when 
Jerry Abershaw was hung: and it was just at the side of the road 
here, lower down, before you come to the Robin Hood public-house. 
They hooped him upon gatiows just like the one Punch beats the 
dust out of Jack Keteh's head with, and then he swung in his 
chains until he got as drvas achip.and the people didn't care more 
for him than it he'd been a crooked billet on: vst. They 
thought a good deal of him though at) the be *, for the 
Sunday after he had had his first fine view of the country, the 
hundreds of thousands that eame down to see him emptied London. 
There were stalls and roundabouts and cakes, and they sold more 
locks of his hair than all the old fronts of the Borough barbers 
would cut into. They called it Abershaw Fair; and when night 
came and they went away, they never expected to see him again, 
for they had heard that a select circle of his disconsolate relatives, 
who lived in Kent Street, were going to cut the gibbet down and 
carry all away. But Townsend was ut Bow Street then, and he sat 
up all night and did them. So there Abershaw hung, where we're 
now passing, and it’s a pity he's not hanging there now with a few 
more L could name if L chose; for the gibbets were quite pleasant 
things in « landscape, and always set off a view. But they're 
alieving everything, worse luck. Nobody goes to Margate now 
with the pleasure they did, since they took down the men in chains 
at Blackwall.” 


(Newt week, “ River Thieves.”) 
> 
LAK GARDNIN. 

Itts aboutt enuff to maik vou sik. Eres Billium the Bludstaned 
an me, Halexandy, the Bludless boi; eres mean im the Terrer off 
Battersy, att the sownd off whos naims wimmin trembals an 
strong men crorls under taibles or ides in sellers, av ad to cum 
down from ower fortress on the rooft, owin too the beestly rane an 
wont off food. An now ma iss a Choosin a broom andle for 
opperashuns. 


(Vert weak— Wots lefft off us.) 


— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aos 
*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped encelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 
Many thanks indeed for letter; Very glad to please you, BERT® 
Possibly he might, MALONY, By a most tremendous spurt. Net 
for Joseph, UW. 8. SELLARS; We have seen the trick before. We 
Wwlicce the aystem, CARPER, Ltuttento the very core. Right you 
are, A FRIEND IN CARDIFF; Pleased to hear from you again, 
gate im possibic, De LACY, Strire with all his might and main, 
Sve subscription rates, KXNQUIR They will tell you achat you 
wish, Just acery few, AGROWER; No? enough to make a dish, 
—— i 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” : 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Taper in the World 


Porwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; G months, 36. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps oy 2.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


ARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques anc Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE. 


—_——— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


——« 1 OO 


Will be paid to the next-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(Railway Scrrants on duty caceseett), who shall happen to meet 
with hix ev her death inca Ratheray Accident to the Train in 
which they are tracelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of © ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
HowiDay” be found upon the Deccased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout. the 
United Kingdom crery Wednesday morning at 9 v'clvek, and the 
Insurance lasts one weck from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
Scenk—Jnn. Sunday, durina closing time, (Enter Customer.) 

Customer, sofale, please. 

Landlord, Traveller, sirt 

Customer, Yes, 

Landlord (serving hia), Come far, sir? 

Customer, Abouta mile. 

Landlord (indiquant/y). But you told me you were a travelier. 

Customer, So Lam—in the eil and colour way, 

* 


PHELIM O'TOOLE, in the “ould counthry ” bred 
Was healthy as healthy could be ; 

On porridge and pratics and bacou he fed, 
And a broth of « boy was he 


sut. coming to London, to feed on a wealth 
Of tine dainties he never was loth ; 
To ™ too many cooks” he entrusted his health, 
And—they utterly “spoiled ” the * broth.” 


s 

The Itushand (hurricaly). V have some tickets for the theatre, 
my dear, for this evening, Do you think you can dress quickly 
and come with me? 

The Wife, Wow long can yeu give me? 

The [ustand. Aw hour and a quarter, 

The Woe, Let me see. Five minutes for washing, ten minutes 
to change my dress,a quarter of an hour to do my hair; that's 
half an hour, and I shall have three-quarters of an hour to put on 
inv hat. Oh. yes. dear. I think I can do it if I hurry. 


~<a 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 587.—The “ Folkestone Bathing" Co:tume. 


Lar 


“This medicine will effect a radical Decanter Fish, from the Aquarium 


cure.” “’Tuin't no good to me, then, ‘cos 


Oi be a Conservative.” 


at “The Mildeweries.* 
(Very rare.) 


“I feel horribly ill; I must really have a cnange of air.” “ All right, dear, I 
will take you to Battersea Park to-morrow,” 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. 
No. 67.—Mill, 


“Sound man, that ‘ere!’ “Yes; 
all sound und precious little sense !"" 


BL 


(Saturday, duly 27, 15): 


ScenE—Strand Hairdresser's, 

Proprietor, You want a situation as assistant?) H'm—are yo, 
WOR nd Apptlontts Wall. ooh, Vive wok hed “a 
woured Applicant, Well, anh, I've not had m ie 
but Twas once Torturer-in-Chief to the King of the Fee ae 
Isinnders. *\° (Enyayed Instant, ;. 


THE husband who once wished to live on the memory of } 
now that he’s married her would be sometimes only too at Pe 


forget ‘em, Faithful Matilda Jane is a demon on pickled onin, 
s* 3 


s 

The Father. That young fellow who has been calling } ie 
is a very fine young man; he has the right ring about fin bas 

The Daughter (cagerly), Has he: Mave you seen it? 1, j: 
diamond ! *,° : ee 

Master, Tompkins, major, what do you understand by the phir 
“on irresistible force”? ¥ 

Pupil (after due consideration), Dunno, sir, unless it's half 
dozen coppers giving a chap the frog's march to the station, % 


s 

HE kissed her cheeks, he kissed hez eyes, 
Then almost fainted with surprise ; 
For her roses were net paints or dyes, 

Her lilies were not powder ! 
Her like, ‘mid ladies great or small, 
He ne'er would find on earth's huge ball ; 
And, ere the mouth’s end, he'd with all 

His worldly goods endowed her! 

** 


s 
Young Sharpshins, What's the use of the best man at a wedilin, 


ad? 

Old Sharpshine, Why to look after the bridegroom and previ: 
hin running away, and if the poor wretch does succeed in mak::, - 
his escape, the best man has to take his place and marry the bri: 
as a punishment for his carelessness. 

of 


a 
i Ru: gins’ Boy (at home lessons), Wha-at's the greatest i:|., 
‘a-n-ther? 
Buggins. Paraffin le, I shud say ; oh, yes, there's a bluomin' }nt 
more of that sold than avy other. 
*? 


s 
“CAN you tell me,” asked the Seedy Pote, as he looked un fren, 
his halfpenny Leader, “ why my poems resemble the successt:, 
eandidates for Parliament?" “Give it up,” responded the Bore) 
Pal, shortly. * Because,” announced the Sc ist, “they ar 
always returned, don't you know.” And the other had to ¢iei: 
up the shadow of a smile, * 


irat Cyclist (theoretical), Oh, dear; oh, dear! This isa cri: 
hard world. 

Second Cyclist (practical). Oh, [don't know. There are som, 
soft spots in it here and there, if you take the trouble to look {1 
them. Why, even a manure heap is better to fall on than the bara 
road, *,* 


Mrs. Comicua, Oh, Henry, Um afraid that roast veal we had for 
dinner will make me ill; £ never thought the little [ ate would 
have given me indigestion. 

Mr. Comicus, Ah, my dear, that shows you reckoned without 
your roast. *,* 


SuaMER is come again, come again, come again, 
Summer that pucts so prettily praise. 

Me it makes glum again, glum again, glum again ; 
Me it incites to lugubrious lays. 


Up in a blanket I'm rolled again, rolled again, 
Snufting, aud coughing, and drinking hot beer, 
Half-dead with a cold again, cold again, cold again: 
That's how | know that the summer is here. 

zs 


s 
Miqgles. Yea, Cheatman is a devilish artful card—he's always gt 
something up his sleeve. : 
Maggie, Yowre right; we found him with two of the aces the 
last time we played Nap, *\° 


The Squire, Bossleigh’s not very much of a shot, but he's 4 
first-rate fellow to take out with a shooting party 


Friend, How xo? 
The Squire, Well, don't you see, he's just the very man to “ke:p 
the game alive.” as 
s 


First Man, Well, and when are you going to take your holiday’ 
Second Man. Oh, I've got it! 
First Man, Got it! why—— . 
Second Man, Yes; V've sent Mrs. Nagley to the seaside for. 
month, es 
s 


Snipper. Ah, my boy! truth is stranger than fiction. a 
bid ig Is it? That shows you have never read Jules Verne 
nor Rider Haggard. es 
s 


Lazarua, Ah, well; it is better to be born lucky than rich, after a!I. 
Dices. How on carth can you be born lucky unless you are born 
rich? oe 
= 


The Man Whoa Asks Questions. How is it that Scubbles, the 
great nautical novelist, has been writing such rot lately ! 

The Man Who Knows Everything. Why, in spite of the hes 
advice of all his friends he would persist in going 2 sea voy:inr. 
He has been to Boulogne and back, and this is the consequence. 

s+? 


s 
“ WHERE did you spend your holiday, Jones? 
At Scarborough, Deal, or Barmouth?” 
Then answered Jones, in his cheeriest tones, 
“IT revelled a week in Yarmouth.” 
Now, Jones—poor man !—hadn’t saved a crown 
For holiday trip; but they'll 
Never know the sad fact that at Gumden Town 
He had revelled in Yarmouth—ale ! 
s. 
* 
Wiaqys. Bah, Bouncer, indeed! Why, he’s a man without an 
idea in his noddle. 
Waggs, Oh, yes, he has a very great one. 
Wiggs. Why, what's that? 
Waggs. Himself. * 
s 


Little Man (threateningly). 1 say, Mr. Straightly, did you t 
Mr. Walker I was a liar? Pe | 

Big Man (coully). No, sir, 1 did not; it’s my opinion - 
Walker don't want any telling. e 


* 
The Pretty Dear. A penny for your thoughts. eee 
The Brufe, 1 was wishing that 1 felt as well satisfied 9ii. 
myself as you look with yourself. 


—— 


READ THE NEW SERIAL, 


WITH THE COLOURS: 


OR, RED JACKETS AND BLUE. 


Appearing Weekly in 


LBLARES!: 


e 
ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, July 2°, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT FOLKESTONE. 


——— 


“ERE are several ways of going to Folkestone. If you are 
earto put upat the Pavilion, book for Folkestone Harbour, or 
“ you will tind your. 
self ever so far away 
and in want of a 


cab, 
The Pavilion at 
Folkestone ix an 
important — institu. 
tion, and is called 
* The Hotel.” Male 
stranger persons 
who go to. get 
shaved at an adja- 
cent barber's are 
generally asked by 
him) whether they 
are staying at The 
Hotel, and if they 
are going to cross 
to-day. If they go 
several times to the 
same barber's and 
still have not 
crossed they begin 
to feel like sneaks, 
and either cross or 
go to another bar- 
ber’s. In the “good 
old coaching days,” 
Charles Dickens 
says, “vou bumped 
over infinite chalk 
ustil vou were turned out at a strange building, which had just 
l-ft off being a barn without having quite begun to be a house, 
where nobody expected your coming or knew what to do with you 
when you were come, and where you were blown about until you 
happened to be blown against the cold beef, and tinally into bed.” 
There is another way of coming to Folkestone which should be 
mentioned, because without it half the joss of life to visitors tu 
Folkestone would be snatched away. I allude to the Boulogne 
boat. A rough day is a heaven-sent blessing to the Folkestone 
maiden, who hurries down to the gangway on the quay. Then 
before her crawl up, in slow procession, the nautical poet, whose 
Ivries have thrilled the heart of land-lubbers, deadly sick ; the 
once bronzed General now very blue, the inimitable queen of song 
with a pmudged make-up, and the side-splitting comedian, limp 
and lank. 
What an awful thing is sea-sickness! How levelling—debasing ! 
And who can help us toa Irescription one may really rely upon? 
A year or two ago I read in the Daily Telegraph how a young 
lily at Folkestone watching the miserable victims of mal de mer 
stag on shore, and noting one particularly white. and weak 
individual, cried out joyously, “Oh, do look at this dreadful wretch 
ofa Frenchman! Isn’t he enough to make one die of laughing? 
I'm sure some hot brandy would do him good.” Whereupon, we 
are told, the person referred to stopped, and in a stentorian voice 


Billy ind-spsset. 


Fishing. 


exelimed: “The wretch is not 2 Frenchman, but if you've got 
the brandy handy he won't trouble about the hot water. And now, 
who's going to die of laughing?” If the fair critic had died there 
and then it would not have been of laughter. 

We have been having a pleasant time down here, or, at least, as 
yleasant as can be expected by us anywhere. Poor dear Billy has 
heen awfully ill on Bob's stupid yacht. We three girls have been 
ishing, and the solitary plaice we landed jumped overboard again 
tots the ocean. Good old plaice! For once the right plaice in the 
right place, 

One day we went knickering—I mean cycling, and_had great 
fin, and didn’t fall off, and altogether our trip to Folkestone 
has been a succers, 

One thing that may strike a long-suffering foreigner and an 
observant Briton is the very small number of persons at Folke- 
stone who speak French. Jf you struggle across to “ Boolong ” 
sou will find that the French language is absolutely unnecessary, 
Lit if you want to get what you want in Folkestone or Dover you 
Must spenk English, Also, if you want French cookery, you must 
find it—1 don’t know where. You can easily find a “menu” 
printed in French and an English waiter to explain how the words 
tre pronounced * ong continong,” but the food is not, as a rule, 
very “ Frenchified.” Some may say all the better, yet others may 
be of an opposite opinion, Wonderful improvements have been 
projected and are in progress in Folkestone, but there is still room 
fora thing or two, 

Kut. gracious goodness, what a different place is the Folkestone 
of Will Watch's time to that of to-day? A ramble round some of 


" "The eyclista, 


the upand down crooked streets is well worth making, and it is 
“isv to imagine what trouble the Custom House officers must have 
Wud in pursuing one of Will's merry men up and down all those 
~ieps, and round all those sharp corners, A rare old hide and seck 
Winust have becn ! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
wnd will be found invaluable in eases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


. 


“WHY FEEL SEEDY?” 


49 Great Percy Street, W.C., 
July 2nd, 1895. 
Messrs. GURDEN & CO. 


DEAR SIRS,—It is with much plea- 
sure I bear testimony to the efficacy of your 
Sloper’s Pills. Why should suffering 
humanity feel seedy and out of sorts, when 
with a box of Sloper’s Pills it can be happy, 
gay and free? The immortal Sloper has laid 
another obligation upon mankind, and once 
more proved his right to the proud title of 
“ Friend of Man.” 


Yours faithfully, 
EDGAR SMART. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & CoOo., 
88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


PRECEPT AND PRACTICE. 

THERE is no more despicable sin, nor one with which for mean- 
ness and contemptibility, any other can compare, than lying. The 
most primitive savages despise a liar; and yet, somehow, we'll be 
hanged if an ordinary nineteenth century individual can get along 
without the use of a few tarradiddles. As our wives and daughters 
tre supposed (by the New Woman) to lead uneventful lives (and, 
therefore, have less n of tibs than men). let us take a little 
illustration of afternoon home-life in the suburbs, In the first 
floor front of a neat little villa, fitted up as a bedroom, Mrs. 
Vandeleur Miffit is standing before a glass, which stands upon her 
dressing-table. She is putting the last touches on her cviffure. 
Her head is full of ndmiration for herself, and her mouth is full of 
hair-pins. Then comes a startling rat-tat at the door. Hastily 
jobbing in the last hair-pin, and going hurriedly over her forehead 
with her “ eyebrow pencil,” she descends, just as the maid-of-all- 
work admits Mrs, Perkington Squillits. 

“ Not disturbed you, I hope, dear?” remarks Mra. Squillits, who 
hates her neighbour in her heart, and only dropped in because she 
tours hs that Mrs. Miflit assisted at doing her own washing on 

ondays. 

“Oh, not at all, dear,” replies Mrs. Miftit, wno positively hates 
Mrs. Squillits,and knows perfectly well what beastly inquisitiveness 
prompted her to call so unexpectedly, “IT was only re-reading that 
fe ntful Catulle Mendes’ L'Autegraphe ; of course, you know it 

y heart?” 

“Dear me, yes!” cried Mrs. Squillits, who couldn’t read ten 
words of French to save her life—not that Mrs. Miftit could, either, 
for that matter! 

“Let me congratulate you on your hat; perfectly lovely!” is 
what Mrs. Vandelenr Mifhit says, instead of what is in her heart: 
“ Heavens, what a fine ornament! Has it blown off and been under 
the wheels of a steam-roiler, or what.” 

“You like it?” said Mrs, Squillits, hopeful of inspiring envy in 
her friend’s breast. “Well, if it doesn't suit me it’s the ‘very 
latest’; my hushand brought it back from Paris with him last week.” 

“Oh, really |" says Mrs. Miftit, rather absently, as she can't quite 
remember whether it was in the Kentish Town Road or Camden High 
Street that she saw, she can swear, the self-same bit of headgear. 

“Yes; he says écru is the prevailing shade in all the fashions.” 
adds Mrs, Squillits, whose husband, if he had heard the word, 
would have thought it meant 2 new soap, or 2 fresh fangled tooth 
wash, or something that was being advertised. 

“How very interesting!” gushes Mrs, Mittit, who read the same 
bit of gossip in the self-same number of The Scandalmonger as 
Mrs. Squillits did, three weeks ago, but decides that she'll allow her 
caller to plunge her soul as.deeply into purgatory as she cares to. 

“Yes; and quite exclusive, too, assure you, Well, dear, I can't 
stay. I’ve to be off home to dress fora rather swagger reception of 
some titled friends of Henry’s—(which is another way of saying 
that she’s got to go and order the sweep to come first thing in the 
morning !)—s0, good-bye, I'll drop in on you unexpectedly one 
afternoon next weck.” 

“Do, dear, do!” gusles Mrs. Miffit, quite sincerely this time, for 
she inwardly resolves to give her a snorter back for that “swagger 
reception of some titled friends of Henry's,” by coaching up the 
sluvey to say, when next Mrs. Squillits calls, * Lor, mum, the 
guvnor’s driven missuadown tothe racesat Sandown Park (or else- 
where, according tothe day), in a lovely carridge, drawered by two 
o' the luvliest horses as I ever seed.” 

And so they kiss, and part, and, if you ventured to call either of 
them a liar—or a liaress, to be correct—their old men would come 
round with a kitchen poker and split your devoted skull for you! 


——_.—_—_— 


SOME PLAIN TRUISMS. 

(1) A Goon wife can stand everything excepting a parlour-maid's 
good looks. (2) Everything becomes monotonous in the course of 
time, and the day soon comes when the tramcar conductor is 
indifferent as to whether his roof customers have thick or thin 
ankles, (3) The nicest girls are made up of the biggest contra- 
dictions. They call you a hateful beast for kissing them, but they 
think you one if vou forget to. It is only the littleness of man 
that cannot see the greatness of these things, 


235 


VERY FUNNY. 


— 


Ropert McCre sor was a typical hard-headed Scotsman ; one 
of these who never believe anvil ims they hear, and very little thet 
they see — unless 
it pays them todo 
sO, 


nong other 
za Which he 
ned tocredit, 
and put calmly ou 
one side with 1 
shake of his 
square head and a 
“Na, na— it miny 
do vara weel for 
auld wives and 
bairns, but it's 
ne gude enough 


for me.” was 
spiritualism, 
Now it hap. 


pened that two 
or three friends 
or Me Gregor’s 
had been badly 
Diiten with the 
spiritualistice 
craze, and they 
were continually 
asking him to 
attend a seance, 
but he invari- 
ably refused on 
the plea of want of time, However, one eventful afternoon, 
the friends met in’ the Strand, and. having adjourned — as 
friends generally do who meet in the Strand—to a neighbouring 
hostelry for the interchange of news and drinks, McGregor was 
sufficiently incautious to remark that he had nothing to do for the 
next three hours, That was suflicient, for Jones and Brown were 
on their way to interview a distinguished medium, and MeGregor 
nust come with them, 

After two more whi-keys, and a plain understanding that it was 
not to cost him anything, the Gael gave iu and consented—under 
protest—to accompany them, 

They soon arrived at the medium’s house, and McGregor was 
introduced as a sceptic of the deepest dye. 

The usual routine was gone through. A circle was formed, a 
little music indulged in, and presently somebody or something 
commenced knocking on the table. 

“Who have von come to see?” enquired the medium, 

“Robert MeGresor” was spelt out by means of knocks in the 


| hail I usual way. 


News and drinks, 


“What is 
your name?” 
was the next 
question, 


» 5 “Mary!” 
if = was the reply. 
“Where did 


vouknow Mr. 
McGregor?” 

“Twenty 

vears ago in 
tdinburgh !" 
answe the 
knocks, 

Up to this 
McGregor 
had retained 
a sort of 
chronic smile 
on his face, 
an “it pleases 
you and 
doesn’t hurt 
me” kind of 
look, but an 
uneasy ex- 
pression now 
came over his 
countenance, Possibly he feared that Mary might be capable 
of revealing certain little episodes of twenty years ago which he 
would rather should remain forgotten, 

“Can you mention anything to him that will recall your per- 
sonality 2” 

“Tell him Lam the girl who lived next door to him in Charles 
street where he was first married !” 

McGregor had lived in Charles Street twenty years ago, where he 
was first married, and he began to feel considerably uncomfort- 
able, 

“Is there anything else you can mention which will help to 
identify you?” asked the medium. 

“Yes.” Tell him that I am the girl who was burned to death by 
the overturning of a lamp!” . 

In a moment the whole sad story eame back to McGregor like a 
flash of lightning. He remembered the poor girl now perfectly, 
and in his mind's eye could see her with her blue eyes and brown 
braided hair. 

Jumping to his fect, he broke the cirele, exclaiming : 

“It's a’ true, every word of it, but it's na canny, mon, it's na 
canny.” 

“Pam very glad that we have convinced you so far,” observed 
the medium, * but before you leave us] should like to settle any 
little doubt that may arise hereafter, Now if you will sit at that 
table there we will 
reform our circle, 
and if you will 
kindly take w pencil 
and paper and writs 
down a list of names 
—as many as you 
like—Mary = shall 
knock when you 
arrive at hers.” 

McGregor seated 
himself as desired, 
and on the back of 
an old letter wrote ‘+ 
several names, 
Jones, Brown, 
Smith, ete..and then 
finally Robertson, 
which was scarcely 
inscribed when a 
loud knocking was 
heard, 

“She's richt !" ex- 
claimed MeGregor, 
“she's richt, but I 
dinna like it, it’s na 
canny.” 

To say that Me- 
Gregor was impress- 
ed. but faintly des- “}. 
cribes his feelings, 
and when he arrived home he immediately contided what had 
occurred to his wife, winding up with: 

“Ts it na funny, Jeannie!” : 

“ Aye, mow, it is that,” replied his wife: “mair especially as the 
puir girl's name was Forbes and wasna’ Robertson at all. 


A circle was formed. 


it na tumny 


236 ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE GOOD AND THE BAD SAILOR. 
SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'’S OWN CAMERA. 


No, 6.—IHastings. my boy.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED 


He. Lam afraid there would be too much pitch about it for me. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


A. SLOPER cannot do hetter than conclnde his this year’s Royal Academy artist's 
interviews with that of tus triend Fred Toe, whose cuts in the * HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
like those of all bis famous artists, induce the public to come again in their hundreds 
to 99 Shoe Lane aml plank down their merry browns in exchange for the most 
famous, best, and largest circulating comic in the wide, wide world. It’s rather 
warm work blushing this sultry weather, but honest, modest pride must find vent 
somehow, ‘Tis done! A.SLOvER has blushed, and the temperature has gone up 
twenty dezrees,———(1) Awl Mra, S. is ery alow! for her fan and sinelling salts, — 
42) Aml Snatcher is showing signs of rabies, A. SLOPER, with much difficulty and 
personal risk in handling the four-footed F.O.M., has conducted the pair.to the 
cistern, placed them in it, pnt on the lid, and left them to coul for half ag hour, 
And now to describe the interview. While waiting tor Mr. Roe in that gentleman's 
stadio, AL SLOVER amused himself by adiniring his splendid collection of carly 
Gothic oak, A. SLOVER takes a peculiar interest in cverything connected with that 
period, his nose having been pronounced by diletiaute of that style of architecture 
in its purest form :-—() Looking over some character studies for the * H.-H.” 
drawings, and trying on the costume worn by the soldiers in some of Mr. Roo's 
pictures.-— (4) He was thus occapiel when the artist cntered, pullet ia hand, for 


No, 401.—Miss Esa CAVENDISH. 
“ For no mere words cau paint her perfect beauty.” 
—The Boot Suvok, 
Lord Leb, 
—The lon, huly, 


“ Dear love, but say that T may hope.” 
“What mayic loveliness is this |" 


“Quick! round the corner, ol chap, here comes Uncle Dik ! 
Dou't want to see him; askel him to lewd mea quid the other 


“ereorgwe Wi-lu< 1 
De duaeried iain, 
erstuine, Do you th 
the clergyman 
She. It's splendid, I should think, to live the life of a Tar, say.” “By Jove! he could afford to give it you.” “So he did, abject 2° batract tcp 


GRATITUDE. 


Letter of Young Lady 


BY A. SLOPER.—FRED ROE, Esq., R.B.A. 


« 


the purpose of reminiimg the Eminent that he was being interrupted in hiv wor!.. 
A. SLOPER (assuming Ue air ofa Q.C.). Pay attention to my question, pleas, Mr 
Roe. You have two pictures in the Academy this year? Mr. Kuk, I have-“ Th. 
Traitor’s Wite” and “ Nelson at Portsmouth.” My subjects are principally histories! 


A.S. Fine works, I believe? Mr. R. That [leave the public to judge. A.5. ¥ vr 
last year’s picture was “ Trial of Joan of Arc"? Mr. R. It was. Hang on the 
line 2?) Mr. R. Yes. You remember it? A.S. Yon must not qu wine, Sir: 


(5) Bat, considering my Tootsie stood for your Joan, T should think [ dit. It wa 
the instigation of her becoming a New Wonian, Iam sorry to say. You are a Mente 
of the Royal society of British Artists? Mr. Ro Dam, ALS. Just so, Now, lo yen, 
like most professional men, belong to a club? Come, sir, I mean to have it ont of 
you. Mr. R. [do—the Kernoozers, (/ere A. SLOVER dropped the QC). ° Youle 
Look here, Fred, Pi come and dine with you when and as often as you like, ant 
afterwants we'll adjourn to my clab—the Kerboozers! Oh, name the nizht, Ul 

happs night, and we will have our fling! Mr. Roe said he wonld write and let his 
know. “All right, TM keep myself open. Till then, Tra-la-la!” When aloae Mr 
Roe sank into an early Gothic chair with a weary sigh of relief. . AL Sherk 
after taking Mrs, S. and Snatcher out of the cistcrn, cannot now be fund. 


THE LAIRD IS A LIBERAL CANDIDATE. 


DINNA VOTE For THEJAIRD 
HE 152 BR MUCKLE 

| RBLUID THIRSTY GOCOLE E'EO 

GORMANDISIN GRASSHOPER. 


Le 


(1) The Elder planted the dear old flag and some kindly 
eentiments on the hame o° his faithers, and T. McParritch 


looked wimiringly on. suzuested Tammie. * That's the scuondril! w'll make an elephant o° him |” 


(2) The very next morn the Elder, fall of righteous indignation, shrieked, * The aul flag’: cnt 
doon,an’ an abominable ootrage committed, that bluid—only bluid cau wipe oot.” “The Luird,” 


(3) “ Yer enoot, Laira,” said Tammie, fu’ o' sympathy, “may possibly Nate 
bit awkward when ye're drinkin’, but, man, it’s a muckle improvems 
tac yer beauty, McNab, when he did it, was a true friend tae ye. 


wil 
noi 
Th 
Mn 
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Sranclowi(= Races. _ Dageme a6 Durirics 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. Ry 


Come aloag, my friends, come along! After the strife and turmoil of the political contests. you cye John scans the sheet, Fur sce, his memoer's gained a scat :—Congratulations, gallant knight, Te pe 
will hail your weekly treat with unusually keen pleasure. f know. A delightful relief this fromthe — Honours you hace very right :—Oh, loud and hearty are the eries That grect the vinner of the i} 
noise and worry of the elections, Are you ready? Then off we go:—Alus it was the Veto Bill Prize:—The Dumfries Show, Lhare ne doubt, A qreat suceess was al! tiroughout.—There you are, 

That poored the tough and gallant Will:—AUl Mile End and Whitechapel yo To ser the Costers wy hearties, that's all Lean do tor you to-day. Turn up in yood time again next week, and Pil P| 
Donkey Show :—A race at Sandown you behold, A first-rate meeting, so Lm told :— With gladseme provide a reular eye-opener. Ta, ta —THE SLOPERLAN SHOWMAN, | 


TOO GUTTER-AL. 


Mre MeCandle, One half of the workd doewu't know Low the 
other half lives, 
Mr. MeCauwhie Garimla), Well, wy dear, that isu’t your fault, 
or the fault of your lady frauds. 
ONL. Shep had gust come srom a female teae 0" 


WORSE STILL. 

“Daphne? Oh, that’s much too pretty a name for a servant, 
especially wheu there are young gentlemen boarders. I pre- 
sume you have no objection to being called op your surname ?"* 
“Oh, no, ma‘am, I’m quite used to it!” “ és your sure 
hame?" “Darling!” 


"a nT) haw, 
my, ¢ \ PRESSING ENGAGEMENT. 
THE INDIA CURRIE-CLE. g “yt | : \ “Youdidn't kep ver appiutment longo me, dearest Abevion.” 
“Well, is the new big wheeler as easy goin’ as a rubber-tyred * No, Mor! dearest; Dwas a-takin’ brimetone an’ tral on 
ansom?” “Lor, it goes easy enough, only it docs give you “And why do you wisn to lerve’  ° Beeanse Tean't -tond master’s bad language, intm.”” “But your her promised me, Lut in me “art of “arts 26a fae 
euch @ turn.” master only speaks German, -o how do you know that be uses bad lauzuage, pray y* Tt sounds like it.” 
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» $699, 
x Tur Tivoli Music-hall is at present going very strong indeed, A CHRONICLE OF 
RULY oon PANE. The other evening. Bvibs a Visit to this hall, McGooseley saw A CALENDAR For TUE We CE NES is 
pane ies more “stars” than he ) ‘ j ; ihe: 
Is <pitecof Generd Blection snd other unwarrantable intrusions, had ever previously seen ame 
Coodwoud will this vear be quite up te the gener average. In in his life, Strange to 28th July. 18G0.—Arthur Nelson, a popular clown, died j 
fact the probabilities say, too, the apie rial day, aged forty-nine, + Med thi, 
wre that as far as was perfectly sober 20t _ - : , . 
sport is concerned — throughout the evenins, A ene rae vey FOE Ge he) ea 
the wecting will be mud nt the close of the young Adee of the quill, repaired to an excellent zeae A 
a record one. The entertainment, Mr. toh © * 4 mUberge i ton 
ne ill. of Vernon Dowsett be- High Street, for the purpose of spending a social hour, when 
attendance = ie \" in tik wae unfortunate subject of discussion being started, high words arose t 
ines, bees s s ae ‘ yl a id tween ie and inse forthe ee gata to the house of the wee 
wir sex, “ cal, instes f ch young tradesman, who brouz ht out his pistols, and proe ithtie 
ein He Santis Or ot aie Gai ind without ether a second ar looker on. ithe Reset any. Al 
of the weaker ses RB Magee see where they fought most valiantly at two o'clock in the morn.” 
Gomlivoet is pro- MeGooseley’s share, The quill-driver tired first. but hit nobody, though his hall etn y 
Sia F As be eee THe Rpanish Gover by, ominously close to the long ear of the other ; hisantazonist Ne : . 
nh a ie yas ene ea bec checklag tried to return the compliment, but his pistol merely flashed in qj i rs 
are bound to ete! oa er ae ive appt avi bleh thee repeated “ re-load their pire. 
: . Se pe coat ee when the strong arm of the law interfered in the shape of 1. 
Goon old TG. Golden Fleece recently. watchmen, who effectually prevented, for the were. yee 
Middlebrook, F.O.S. 0 What a very appropriate consciences ariaine f thei Shee : wesemt, any fatal 
wf the Edinburgh decoration for {ky Moses, quences arising from their sanguinary intention.” A society 
Castte Mornington Poa : ; for the discouraging of duelling was established in 1845, : 
Road, N.W., is goin: eae Sir won ag h July, 1760 ime aahie dg port in a letter bearing iis 
it! He has just urcourt can trace his date, proposed the following riddle to his friend, the Rev. diy, 
purchased for “his defeat to one thing, and Newton: * tev dann 
Museum ao pair of | one thing alone, Loca “Tam just two and two, Tam warm, Tan 
; SON sepeteee s s F arm, rcold, 
gold buckles worn Veto has prov eda very And the parent of numbers that cannot be told ; 
by Lord) Nelvon at shes reed v wart a Lam lawful, unlawful—a duty, a fault; c 
wavamdise,tworof ‘Public wil not have yeptealate ater eel 
the Admiral’s solid oat) any — price, They And yielded with pe ap Pmcemton acy a a 
silver meat dishes, would swailow Home : ; yOTeE: 
In addition to these Rule, together with a dozen other unpalatable medicines, in 31st July. 1763. —This Sunday morn Mr. James Pou.)] 
relics, T. G. M. has pretiyence to this measure. Once interfere with the Englishman's attended a mecting of “the people called Quakers,” where he heard 
bought the gold liberty and boose, and the result is bound to be disastrous, an woman preach, In the afternoon, as was customary with hin, 
7 medal given by the ** he gave an account of his experiences to Dr. Jonnson, and wi 
British Government to the Rajah of Mysore for his signal defeat Tr; Time-Worn Structure has this day been pleased to confer — berhaps a little taken aback at the only remark vouchsafed by th. 
of Tippoo Sahib st the Battle of Mysore, 1791-2. When you fully — the * Award of Merit” upon Epwanrp Mosrry, decanee he made great man, though he relates it with all solemnity : © Sir,a woman's 
bealice that a hase of bitter cr the succulent whisky and soda costs qnartificial leg for” The Squidger. * Feyther,” chortled he of the — preaching is like a dog's walking on his hind-legs, It is not weil “Re 
homere at the Fenouast ae than at any other pub., and dy Cernlean Opties, “it wouldn't be a bad idea to create Hedward done; but you are surprised to find it done at all.” All 
in addition, free, gratis and for nothing, you can gaze on asmall — hartificinl leg maker to Snatcher and Toddies, would it?) The —Shak " Perr B 
edition of the Britieh Museum, you can only fall flat on your face marvellous way in which he puta false limb on to the little lady ist Angust, 156* 5 Bakeapenre yesles: Hawilet305() were ; 
and worship the gentleman who vo thoughtfully administers to our dorg they call The Squidger, fully hentitles ‘im to the position, Who would fardels bear, ae Her 
brains and our tum-tumes, es Why. at the Aquarium Show there wasn't a dozen who could tell To groan and sweat under a weary life? * doest 
bs . the diff—" But the Aged wasn't going to be dictated to like A fardel was a bundle or small pack, An Act of the Common you de 
_ THE statement that Turks! has gone up another fifty thousand = this: and a well-directed kick brought Alexandry’s remarks Council of London, on the above date, recites that, * The inhibi. © flis: 
since its editor returned from a well-earncd holiday, isin no way — to aclose witha yell. ee tants of London and others were accustomed to make their Tdow 
exaggerated. The talented chief of our greatest ha’porth has come é * ; : common carriage of fardels of stuffe, and other gross wares and behine 
back physically and mentdly refreshed, and our mighty comic THINGS theatrical are off—very much of. Deadly dull is even things thorew (through) the Cathedrall Church of Saint Pauls," Reggie 
will, of course, fecl the immediate benefit of his renewed vigour. an inadequate term in which to describe the state of affairs at and prohibits the abuse. youll, 
most of the London F A “Tl 
REALLY the fair sex across” the herring-pond scem to be theatres, and a week and Au = tes -Up to 1784 the mails were carrie hy here, 
gradually getting their own way all along the line. The good — or two will see a very ite othe ab xe ef an average speed of four to five miles an * just 
people of Kentucky have just seneral putting up of hour. On the above date, the first journey of a mail coach cai fe 
messed a law enicting that ahuttere until, the made from London to Bristol. Before the introduction of ruil. Tie 
reach of promise cuses be autumn, Of course, ways, 200 horses were necessary to perform the journey of the 111 fe wits 
tried by a jury of women, managers are always from London to Edinburgh, the time requi being forty-thr Galina 
What 2 pity we can't provide DRINrNl dor w quiet hours, and relays of horses being required at every eight miles. hehe 
for such a state of affairs over time at this season of 3rd August, 1732.—The Bank of England was founwl his or 
here. Under existing circum. the year, when the this day. Wisher 
Aeneas the Pare uarally weather, the holidays, a ae Brean 
catches it hot, the sympathies and the various out- “toy 
of the jury are nearly always door exhibitions, +0 THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE when 
entirely with the fair plaintitt, lurgely affect the SLOPER FAMILY. very 
and if she happens to be pretty great playgoing public No. 18.—How Tabpy TODDLED TO THE D. 7. OFrice. theres 
aud interesting, thumping upon whom they rely r cen Zoe ° his ec 
damages invariably ; result. for their support. bai io eye te in erg eh el trippingly, whitli 
Yith women juries the case Pei andered the rovstering Wreck, <i small 
would be diferent, and 1 THE compliment He grabbed Pussy Tabby so grippingly, grippingly, invasgin 
smart, ygood-lookinz, well- mid to McGooseley Right by the scruff of theneck, Dute te 
groomed — defendant would y Mr. Tasker, the Then lifted his voice very viciously, viciously : fatigue 
stand 2 chance of getting, at petitioner in the great * Your form from my diggings Iban! hate | 
least, justice. « « divorce case, was a big While I sport at the sea-side deliciously, ‘liciously, count 
* one, Tasker, it ap- You must live how the dickens you can !” rlendit 
A. SLOPER’S  nccountant ve1rs, Weighed in at a ame é und t 
Mr. W. H. Fox, of the tirm iasquecnde ball, got Bea eee teeny bale sobbingly, sobbingly, not te 
of Fox, Sissons and Co., of upas MeGooseley, and Deen teen tee? . fale eneeso 
‘Austin Friars, K.C., will very let hdd thee put ‘thie Gi ee aad a vengeance—thought throbbingly, throbbin.!s, Mut 
shortly be living in) Marble under cross-examina- s et “i Reig aap ele ddingly ; of pro 
Hallsand drinking nectar from tion by Mr. Carson. ern she the Telegraph scuddingly, scuddingly ; exhibi 
é BtRE Wats ra : sntered the Editor's room ; ‘ 
golden goblets, for he is bound It is reported that Whined to the Editor suddinel ddingl Al 
to make a big fortune out of a Judge, Counsel, Jury, and everyone in Court were simply con- “Sir, are you pete Met mip Nd ha ccaaas Sl esp 
work he has just written on vulsed at this disclosure, and the boisterous Inughter pretty well ae x 6 “Ye 
Company Procedure. The | Bs f brought the roof of the Court down. The only men who did not “ Booms ever hail we most thanningly, thankingly !” did vo 
pook is called “The Company-Secretary, and contains every laugh were Tasker and McGooseley himself, who seriously re- Quoth the Zelegraph’s Editor, stunned ; with a 
conceivable form and precedent in connection with Company — marked to the Usher that “Ish no laughin’—hic—mattersh—hic !” “But we've got one just now doing spankingly, spanking!) — But 
matters, The fortunate publishers are Messrs. Gee and Co., 34 — arid Tasker, from the witness-box, looked as if he concurred. A Cricketer’s Bob-giving Fund!” readily 
Moorgate Street, E.C.. to whom A, SLOPER has just given a very 2 “Yes, yes!” said the cat; “but the dread season, dread sea-vn, first ti 
massive order, The Old ‘Un's idea is to send “The Company- A. SLOPER’S trip to Boulogne on board the La Marguerite has Of sea-serpents cometh, old man ! Ene 
Secretary ” out broadcast to his friends instead of Christmas done hima vast amount of good. He fecls now as s kittish asa And you'll want a new Boom for that dead season, dead seasu, her tor 
a aad year. The ber ecole mivereigny st 6 tev, Duk the Bante on monty old st pe Hy Breeden phere rea his And give youa good one I can!” wl 
doesn’t care a G—, doesn't care a hang. e says to a Johnny — readers who feel at all “cobwebby ” is to take the Boulogne trip : . ee you 
who wants to run a Company, “It's worth its weight i Fe fi i Then Tabby explained to him movingly, movingls never | 
c OPN Sy t ght in gold at the first opportunity. += How “chucked out” by her boss she had been ; : Soilve 
Iky Moses’s visit to Lingfield races was not altogether a suc. THE Cab Drivers’ Benevolent Institution is the richer for the Aud de Lon ay oy nome Sook her lovingly, lovingly. 
cessful one. The public absolutely refused to patronise his three proceeds of a complimentary benefit of Gentleman Joc, given last A eC one er there like a Gasca ified, Mustitied Rene 
a yell aks le nor would the beokarikers accept his dulling Wednesday at the Prince of Wales's Theatre, A number of ead GS ee aie ustified, Mustiticr curtain 
alf-crowns, 1k ‘ans to steer clear uingfield i , charming ne ay 7 OM ‘ a : # Hext t 
half-crown ky means to steer clear of Ling fic d in future charming actresses kindly sold photographs and programmes, and Will run thusly : “ARE SEA-TRIPPERS JUSTIFIED, JUSTINIED. ae 


THE London Season is fast. approaching a termination, and 
Sir Heury Irving has already issued his farewell address to his 


London patrons. 
The series of 
revivals at) the 
Lyceum Theatre 
have been very 
successful in- 
deed, and the 
great actors 
reappeamince 13 
Macbeth has 
been yvreeted 
with genuine 
enthusinsm = by 
playgoers — gen- 
* erally, 
>? 


s 

THE German 
Emperor is now 
blossoming 
forth into a 
naval construc- 
~ tor, and has, it 
is said, with his 
own hands de- 
signed a man-o'- 
war daffering 
Trem all existing 
models, With 
regiurd to the 
wortion of the 
latelligence we 
nave italicised, 
we have abso- 


lutely no doubt—to shadow of doubt whatever, 
. 


npparently did huge business, Let us hope that the funds 
benetited largely by the performance. 


2 

THE extraordinary interest in wrestling so suddenly developed 
by the public is truly remarkable. At the halls, no Music-hall 
programme is complete 
without at least a9 
couple of terrible some- 
bodies who can give an 
exhibition of the art, 
and now we hear that 
private wrestling 
parties are becoming 
quite the rage in smart 
society, and doughty 
mmateur champions will 
thus be enabled to ex- 
hibit their prowess be- 
fore the admiring eyes 
of fair spectators in the 
Arena Royal — Back 
Drawing-room, and the 
victor receive his crown 
of laurel from the queen 
of the jousts, | Marry, 
but it’s a goodly idea! 
and smacks right well 
of ye good old days of 


yore, 2 * 
* 


Miss MINNIE 
PALMER | Commenced 
nosix nights’ engage. 
ment at the Theatre 
Metropole on Monday 
last, and is now appear. 
ing in the evergreen 


IN LEAVING THEIR CATS ON THE TILES?” 


Sel 


HOLDING HER OWN. 


fa For gracious sake put that wretched dog out of your li 
len.” 
He said it so angrily, and knitted up his brows to such an extent, 
that the sweet, mild-tempered little woman with the brown eves 
lifted the adipose, half-asleep pug from her lap and deposited it 
ever so gently upon the hearthrug. The pug. thus ousted, turtind 
round, sniffed two or three times, and finally looked up pleadinsis 
ut his mistress, as much as to say, “ Pretty sudden, wasnt it, secits 
that 1 wasn't doing any harm?” . rai ial 
“A poor ickle toozums, zen,” said his mistress, pity); 
“diddums —” ale 
“ How on earth you can make such a sickening fuss of that [th 
brute,” the master of the house growled angrily, “I can't tell 
“Can't you?” replied the little woman, winningly, ~ well, its 
because he's never naughty.” 
“Never naughty, eh? That's rich!” +>) 
“ And it’s true, too, Tle doesn't drink whisky, he never sw." 
doesn’t go to race-meetings and then come home and use Ws : : 
that curdle the cream in the meringues, doesn't back aka 
and say that he ‘doesn’t wish the winner any harm. but if be! 
had a fit at the starting post he should have taken it as a person 
fnvour’—— oh, he’s a dear!” F Ps 
The master of the house coughed slightly, and spoke ina nm" 
subdued tone. hese 
“So he ia,” he assented, meekly, “here, give him a couple of tS 
sardines, and let's talk about the result of the ‘ Elections. 


— 
‘an 
Ewery Wednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 


My Sweetheart, a play whieh has been performed over 10,000 
times inall parts of the globe, Following Miss Minnie Palmer, 
the Private Sceretary will beagain played for a week, after which 
the theatre will be ‘closed (for further decorating), re-opening 
on August Bank Holiday with Go Bang ! 
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Turks was good firht fora Cup presented by the Proprietors 
of Sloper's Miles, at the Péte of the Brighton Philanthropic 
Societies, held on the lth at Preston Park, Mr. Alfred White 
bays it was the eveat of the day. 


Saturday, July 27, 1895. | 
POOR PIANO! 


TIt is gravely stated that since ladies took to cycling, the demand for pianos 
7 , has youe down considerably.) 
ee See nee STERN Fate is re- 
Vseche ds i vealing, 
; That since the 
dear ladies 
Have taken to 
wheeling, 
Quite shrunk one 
great trade is. 
Piano-providers 
Are “broke” by 
this Biking 
"Mongst fair lady- 
riders 
(Who scorn all 
“chi-iking.”) 
And they moan, 
And they groan, 
. At the callousness 
shown 
By cyeling young 
ladies so want- 
ing in “tone-o.” 


Ah! once their fair 
digits 
Would nimbly tly 
key ward, 


But now a girl 
fidgets 


SUNC) @LING 


Tr OY WHESLing S- ys 


Unless C. T. C.-ward. 
Airs gay, or soft-stealing 

They played; but now? Ah,no! 
For wild Rebtel Wheeling 


They shunt the piano. 
So men moan, etc. 
—_—- ee 


HAD. 

“Ber. Reginald, you haven't fished for years,” 

~All the more reason why I should make a fresh start, my love.” 

“But you've never been away from me a whole day since we 
were married, Reginald,” she pouted. , 

Her lord Inughed pleasantly. “Come, come, dear,” he said, 
“doesn't that show what a thoroughly model hubby Iam. Surely 
you don't grudge ine such a very innocent piece of amusement? Hi 

ilis appeal appeared to have instanteffect upon her. “Of course 
1 don't, you silly old boy,” she exclaimed, suddenly coming up 
behind him and threwiny her arms round his neck. “There, 
Reggie, go your expedition by all ineans, and I'm sure 1 hope 
you'll enjoy it.” A 

*That‘’s my own darling,” he exclaimed, fondly ; ‘“‘and_ look 
here, darling.” thrusting a couple of gold coins into her hand, 
“just see whether Madame Thingamy has still got that hat left 
you fell in love with vesterday.” 

The following morning saw Reginald equipped for the fray, and 
it was with an en- 
couraging smile that 
his bride handed him 
his red ease and 
wished him = good- 
Dre and good sport. 

It was very lite 
when he returned, 
very. very late, and 
there wasa flush upon 
his countenanee 
which it required no 
sinvll effort: of the 
imagination to attri- 
bute to sunburn, and 
fatigue could hardly 
have been held ac- 
countable for the un- 
rlendiness of his gait, 
undo the huskiness, 
hot to say incoher- 
enecvof his utterance, 5 

But he had got some fish, 2 good catch too, and there was an air 
of proud satisfaction about him as he unstrung his basket and 
exhibited the glittering contents, 

“Ah! x good day's sport, I sec,” she said coolly. 

* Splendid, my dear, splendid ; never—hic !—kad a better.” 

“Yes, you look asif you'd enjoyed yourself,” she responded ; ‘‘and 
did you catch all these beauties with this very 2” she asked 
with a somewhat overdone affectation of carelessness. 

But he was too—well, tired, to scent the danger, and answered 
readily: * Everyone of them, my dear, everyone ; and it’s not the 
tirst time—hic—that this old rod's been a good friend to me.” 

“Indeed, Reginald!” she said, and this time there was that in 
her tone and face that had an almost instantaneous sobering effect 
upon her husband, “then, perhaps, you will kindly explain how 
you managed to catch fish with the two top joints missing. 
never believed you were going fishing, and took them away before 
you started, and L now see that you never even opened the case.” 

* * * * e * 

Reader, stifle your curiosity; ‘twere better far to drop the 
curtain upen so painful a situation, Only rest assured that the 
hext time Reginald takes a pretty barmaid up the river for a day's 
picnic he won't accouut for hisabsence by saying he's going fishing. 

es 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 46.—TH SLOPER ARMS GIRL, 


ONCE on atime, once on 
: a time, 
Inthesnuz little house 
I mention, 
Countless young men 
had as gladness 
sublime 
In paying their 
pleased atten. 


tion 

To the “Sloperies Rel- 
ives” on view 
there ; 


And proud was the 
Eminent then 
To think his antiquities 
drew there 
Loud praise from a 
myriad men! 


‘Tis a world of change, ‘tis a world of change, 
_And SLOPER is now dejected 
To tind that his treasures so weird, so strange, 
Are by countless young men neglected. 
They sitin the Arms, and drink there ; 
But, over their beer or wine, 
They ne'er for a moment think there 
OF viewing his * Relies” fine. 
In the Sloper Arms, in the Sloper Arms, 
_ There's a girl whose goodness enhances 
So much the wealth of her winsome charms, 
That she captures all young men’s fancies. 
So the mashers who erst with glee there 
On the Eminent’s show-case gazed, 
Can now no attraction sce there, 
Suave the Beauty Who drives them crazed! 


. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


-——-e 


CHELTENHAM, July 14th., 1895. 
My Dear Sioper,—In sending you the enclosed new potato, 
which you will observe bears a remarkable similarity to your 
universally-beloved features, Lcannot refrain from telling you how 
much T admire your journal, and thanking you forthe many happy 
hours spent by myself and family over its delightful pages. My 
three boys are all keen Sloperites ; and it was the youngest (aged 
11) who discovered the spud, and rescued it from an awful fate at 
the hands of the cook. With all good wishes for your continued 

success, Believe me, dear SLOPER, 
A War ApMIrer, 
——— 


SLOPER’'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 41.—BruMMEL BUONAPARTE SLOPER. 
Born, 1786. Died from Shock, 1814. 


FoR some little time after the shameful and wholly deserved 
death of Nelson Nicodemus, the title of head of the family went 
absolutely begging. Nobody seemed to have any use for it, and it 
is more than probable that no candidate for it would have appeared 
had it not suddenly become known that the kite lamented had lefi 
nu huge fortune behind him, the fruits of his disgraccful trattic in 
dusky humanity. 

The effect of the intelligence was little short of marvellous. In 
the space of twelve hours after it became known there were no less 
than fifteen Slopers, each ready and willing to take his dying oath 
he was the rightful heir; and before the news was forty-eight hours 
old, the number of claimants had increased to a couple of score, 

It was a very complicated question. Nelson Nicodenius himself 
had possessed but 2 very shadowy title to his position, and, as his 
nearest kinsmen were third and fourth cousins, five, six. and seven 
times removed, the dificulty of ascertaining the rightful successor 
to his oof was one of no little difticulty. For they were all dead on 
to the spondulicks. Only now that they had all gathered together 
with one common object was it perfectly obvious what « shady, 
and altogether out at elbow Jot, the majority of the Slopers were, 
A few among them, with more brains and less honesty, had 
managed to hold their own decently well in the world, and pre- 
sented a fairly respectable appearance, but the best that could be 
said of the others was that they were a dashed seedy crew. 

Those among them who knew in their own minds that they 
possessed no earthly chance of proving successful were for going 
equal shares all round, but the more likely claimants wouldn't 
hear of it, and finding it was no go, twenty-five out of the forty 
eventually withdrew their opposition, for the sum of a dollar 
a-piece and their beer money. The remaining fifteen, however, 
swore to fight tooth and nail for their right, and there was nothing 
for it but to throw the property into Chancery and commence 
legal proceedings. 

The case came on after many long delays, and is still quoted as 
the most remarkable of iis kind in the annals of legal history. 
All the highest ornaments of the bar were engaged in it, and public 
interest had seldom been more excited. The trial lasted fifty-eight 
days, with reasonable intervals for refreshment, and then, amidst 
ascene of the greatest uproar ever known in a court of justice, 
Brummel Buonaparte Sloper was adjudged the next-of-kin. 

The fortunate litigant was perhans the very best person who 
could have been selected to uphold the dignity of the family name, 
He was not rich. but the graces of ius person, courtly bearing. and 
above all his exquisite taste in dress, had earned for him the title 
of Iienu Sloper, and in the early days of the Regency there was no 
better known figure in society. The acknowledged leader of 
fashion, the boon companion of the First Gentleman of Europe, 
the ideal of a thousand feminine hearts, the success of Brummel 
Buonaparte was highly popular, and many and hearty were the 
congratulations the beau received as he walked the Mall on the 
evening of the result. In one short week. however, came the dis- 
illusionment, for the legal gentlemen sailed in with their little bill 
of costs, which was found to exceed by a thousand or so the entire 
value of the contested estate. 

It was an awful shock, and Brummel Buonaparte succumbed to 
it, for they found him stiff and stark in his pyjamas with the fatal 
account clutched in his dead right hand. 


(70 be continued next week.) 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 5.—THE SMUGGLER BOLD. 


For a month or more on the Margate shore 
Each summery day she strayed, 

And the beach more fair by her presence there— 
More delightfully fair—was made, 

And you never would guess (which, nevertheless, 
Was truc) from her smiles of glee 

And the giriish grace of her fair-formed face 
That a Smuggler Bold was she. 


To the Smuggler'’s Cave, when the whirling wave 
Was out with the outward tide, 
Her steps she did bend with a female friend ; 
And she said, as its walls she spied, 
Contumelious things of those Ocean Kings 
Who from Custom-house laws lived free, 
And you ne'er would own, had you heard her tone, 
That a Smuggler Bold was she! 


A score or more to the Margate shore 
Of London-bred loons came down ; 

And they all were pained by a loss sustained, 
As they “ went their ways” back to town. 

For the mirthful maid with those striplings strayed, 
Till she'd smuggled their hearts—ah, me! 

And the striplings owned, as they grieved and groaned, 
That a Smuggler Bold was she ! 


——_—_»>——_ 


TOO CRUEL! 

“MAN is made up of many things,” said Mr. Sinith to the wife 
of his dress-shirted Lett, “Then,” answered Mrs. S., with such 
a thoughtf{al tenderness that even the tame canary sighed with 
sentiment, and the bull pup on the hearth-rug biushed with sym- 
pathy, “2 should have thonght man was made up of only two 
things.” “And what may they be, my ownest?)” was the fond 
inquiry. “Special Scotch and stale taradiddles.”| And now that 
happy home is destroyed, and the broker's mau is wolfing down 
his quarter of cold brisket and pint of four ale in the back kitchen, 


a 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

ELectioN Mem.—It isn't every candidate-sure that gets a safe 
seat, 

Why isa good voter like a countryman in London? Because 
he is proud of * goin’ to th’ BALLET.” 

Os June 22nd, alluding to Sir William's M.P.-ship for Derby, wo 
said in this column, “HAKCOURT, COME DOWN!" See how s0on 
the good fellow has taken ALLY'S tip!!! 

WHEN was Polonius like Cupid!) When he was behind the 
arras (arrows). . 

Wu at suburb of Manchester should belong to a short-sighted 
min! Longsight. 

“Tin Root of all Evil”—thoughts in a schoootboy’s mind : 
Cube-Roet 

“Prisoxer at the Bar”: A tippler sitting all day at the receipt 
of © pots o' fuur-half.” 


239 
A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A STORY OF THE GOLF COURSE.) 
= 
CHAPTER VIL. 

WHEN Erminie Templeton and Nelly Spence had got about ene 
hundred yards from the awful bunker, Nelly Spence turned to her 
companion, and re- 
marked : 

~The wretch!" 

~ Nelly 2” 

“The audacious 
wretch, to calmly 
and deliberately pay 
compliments in such 
iw barefaced manner 
in presence of a third 
person 1” 

“Why—why— 
what de you mean?” 

“What do | mean 
—what does he mean 
—what do you mean 
—oh, what does any- 
thing mean!" she 
continued, as she 
struck a tragic at- 
titule, 

“Bring me sal vol- 
atile, cocaine, sooth. 
ing syrup, burnt 
feathers,  anythi 
that will m 
a mind ¢ 
suid Nelly Spence, as 
she struck an atti- 
tude that would have 
suggested — prepara. 
tions for a faint ina 
less robust woman. 

“Be quiet,yousilly, 
Mr. Stubbs may hear you.” said Erminie Templeton, severely. 

“She said Mr. Stubbs—said it without a sneer—said it as if she 
were interested in him—him, the outrageous, unmitigated dutler!” 
langhed Nelly onee more, 

“Well, [ don't see anything to Iaugh at,” 
Templeton, 

“She doesn't sce anything to laugh at—she is converted. 
no longer a duffer.” 

“Well, 1 am very sorry I hurt him, and T think him a very 
gentlemanly young man, now that I have spoken to him,” said 
Erminie, demurely, 

“Oh, he's zentlemanly—a sweet youth—zood enough for a first- 
class Sunday school, //ce never swore when he got a black eye : 
he simply lay down in wait for another, or for some one to come 
and pick him up. Oh, butter wouldn't melt in his mouth.” And 
Nelly, overjoyed at once more having got the butter introduced, 
sat down on the grass 
and Isughed till) her 
eyes filled with tears. 

“Take care, Nelly, 
ae are getting 

vysterical,” said 
Erminie. 

“Oh,am 1? no won. 
der; Lam shocked. 
‘Lam se sorry,” say 
you, * Don't mentiow 
it,’ says he, ‘or you 
. will make me sorry 
it happened.’ O 
Romeo! O- butter 
tubbs, wholesale and 
“retail!” 

“Well, it was very 
neatly said by him,” 
said Erminie, as she 
glanced at her friend. 

“Neatly—Sir 
Charles Grandison 
couldn't have done 
it better—and it was 
siid asif he meant it. 
Erminie Templeton, 
look me squarely in 
the face, and tremble 
—what willyouraunt 
say)” 

“Well—well—Nelly, we'd better not tell her.” 

“Thus does dark duplicity sully the heart of one who looks as 
innocent as a child. Erminie Templeton, you are on the down. 
ward path which leads to old shoes, rive, and no cards.” 

“stuf! there's your ball—hole out if you can, for, of course, 
this hole is yours, thanks to the bunker shot.” 

“ Ah, yes, the bunker shot has had a good result in my case—in 
yours | am afraid it will be fatal.” « * * 

John S$, Stubbs reached the ditch where he hoped to tind water, 
and found enough there to suit his purpose. Ie was about to dip 
the handkerchief in his hand into the diteh, when with his 
uninjured eye he discovered that the article was not hisown, Te 
felt his pocket, his own more voluminous article was there all 
right. Sven before he had wetted his own handkerchief he 
examined the tiny article he had found in his hand, and discovered 
the initials “KE. T.’ embroidered at one corner. Tenderiy he 
folded the handkerchief up and put it in his breast pocket. The 
pocket was next his heart. 

Infatuated John 8. Stubbs ! 

Then he soaked his own handkerchief in the water, and applied 
it to his eve, The application was comforting, but it was too late 
to prevent swelling 
or to stave olf dis- 
colouration, Johns, 
Stubbs was in for a 
very superior black 
eye. But) he was 
proud ot it, A black 
eye is nota thing one 
is ustally proud of, 
Wat in this case he 
felt he hada right to 
be proud of it. In 
olden) days knights ~ 
wore the colours of - 
their lady-loves on 
their arm—he wore 
that of his in his eve, 
Gallant knights shed 
their blood in honour 
of their mistresses— 
his had at least been 
extravasated. ‘That 
Was the run of his 
thoughts as he 
walked home, When 
he got home he ex- 
amined his ontie ina 
mirror, aad was dis- 
satisfied to observe that there was little to shaw the difference 
between a black eye obtained froma golf bull and one beget of 
an ordinary unpoetical fight. He had had several when at school, 
It was exasperating. but it is the way of Nature. 

(To be continued neat weer isd 


“Why, what do you mean?” 


Erminie 


He is 


said 


“What will your anut say?” 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A VERY GOOD REASON, TOO! 


f) 


“Hullo, Bob! what's up?" “Thirsty. sonny: 
the fust drinkin’ fountain I could drop acr. 


No, 387.—A. BE. OLIVER, Eau. FOS, 
“In rropofise ty earne t entreaties on the part of many of our 
Teager we hage mueh pleat ore in depleting this week the well 


Juecn features of Mr. AJB. Oliver, Although not wradnate 7 
ef ther of the two great Universities, our genial tric) may She, No: attuongn Teannot marry you, | vill be Ithe ast.ter to you, a 
Ley chin te possessing as cnmch general Knowledze a. mont te, Impossible ! 

people, And in the coudnetinie of ninsie-hall business he She, Impossible! Why ? «Jehoshaphat! that’s the girl for me this weatl.;' 
Probably has net acrivalon the face of the earth, His manage- He, Because | have proposed to your mother, and she has accepted me. Looks like a walking gasogen: !" 


nentoof the West) Londen Musie- Hall stamps him as being 
altezether unapproachable, and ws he is still in the prime of 
life, we have but little doubt that he will still chants higher up 
the Lebler of fame, Chiefly beeanse he isa capable music-hall 
hamacer, our hero was created FOS, and the ‘Sloper Award of 


Mert’ presented to him Moy 16th, 1891." —Debrett Linproecd. OFF BRIGHTON. 


AN  »MPRESSIONIST. 


Young Lady (from London’ Surely the ‘sewers must be somewhere 
in the neighbo 


ray OUR 
SPLENDID 


CHATE 


DOWN AGAIN 
To 


A|c 


Mrs, Tooleymonde. Well, Doctor, aod what ac you think of my 
danghter's new bouk . 

dheror, Well—er — parton me, out isn't it rather—rather— 

Mrs. Fooleymonue, Wi! don't know what you call rather, but 
i ever x cates her reading it, 1 vhall certainly take it away 
Poul uer 


Ner mother-in-law, o1 the sea-cerpent. Intending Customer. Oh, lor! I thought this was a corn-chandler’s. ant 
not the editing office of a comic paper! 


SUPPLY AND DEMAND. RAPID CONSUMPTION. GIRLS BILLY'S FROFOSED TO. 


“Say. tuntie. DP osuess Vin pretty smart. 1 heard Captain Roas 
fay my underotandinge were net ty be beaten,” 


| 


L. 


| 


| 


New Wire, OW, ma, dear! you have no rlea how kind 


The Honourable was in far to 
amt con-iderate Charlie i for your happy ; 


much of a hurry here. i 


Mo. Vince eked, tor 7 come all tie oftener only given the girl time it won! | 
a Nor Wire, Way, he actually says that if you really have been . but te Ca 
——? intorl converting your lh inte a coustant supply, be “Dut ‘surely, Mrs. Jones, 1 can't have eaten fourteen Ioaves and ten after two days’ acquain 
Sout ecatdeman, Here, my lal isa penny; tell ine if ny boot. wil have you properly bul ou aul drawn from the tap f butter ina week 1° © You ‘ave imleed, sie! Al my lodgers absurd! Amd £500 a year, Got! 
require a polish. when required, say the sane wheu they first come, It's the air, sir!” she had a penny. a 
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“ Dill.” obse 
ehunal occker 
Life would be 


